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our breath, suspended by fear, everyone was on foot. The First Consul was already in the corridor in his dressing- gown, holding a taper, and crying with his powerful and sonorous voice, <( Do not be frightened; there is nothing the matter.J>
He was as calm as if his sleep had not been disturbed: this I can answer for, because my glance of inquiry was fixed upon his countenance; he was calm without indif-                     ! |
ference, but he was evidently a thousand cubits above the apprehension of danger. His destiny was not fulfilled, and he knew it!
The alarm arose from the carbine of one of the chasseurs having gone off in consequence of his horse stumbling on a molehill.
When the First Consul heard the report of his aid-decamp he laughed, and called through a little door at the foot of the grand staircase:
<c Josephine, dry your eyes; a mole has done all the mischief; no great wonder, for it is an ugly animal. As for the chasseur, two days' arrest, to teach him and his horse not to pass again over my lawn. As 1 suppose he has had a fine fright himself, his punishment shall not last longer. Good night, ladies; go to bed again, and sleep well.* In passing by my door he added: ^Felice notte, Signora Loulou, dolci riposo* <(Felicissimo riposo, Signer Generatedaid, (< The figure of this man has made such a terrible impression on me, that I am certain I shall not sleep to-night; and Bonaparte, if he hears me complain, he is angry. He never has anything to fear, according to his own account.w
